past. Something morbid and something resigned.
"Why won't you help?" Dee Dee wails, and Grady leaves me sitting alone on the couch to kneel beside her. He lights her cigarette, cracks a few jokes, and pretty soon she's laughing. I could join in when they begin filling boxes, I guess, but I don't. I don't feel like it. The hot wind that's been blowing off the desert for days rattles the screen in the window frame and snatches up a blackened match from the coffee He takes a hit off a joint that's going around the room, then pass es it to me, and it looks like it's been dipped in blood. I realize that I'm sweating, have been for hours. I stink.
